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weary of their own Iseult and Guinevere.
The Four Masters had not come to under-
stand,  as  I  think,   despite famines  and
exterminations,  that new invaders  were
among them, who fought for an alien State,
for  an  alien  religion.   Such  ideas  were
difficult to them, for they belonged to the
old individual, poetical life, and spoke a
language even, in which it was all but
impossible to think an abstract thought.
They understood Spain, doubtless, which
persecuted in the interests of religion, but
I doubt if anybody in Ireland could have
understood as yet that the Anglo-Saxon
nation was beginning to persecute in the
service  of ideas   it  believed  to  be  the
foundation of the State.    I doubt if any-
body in Ireland saw that with certainty,
till the Great Demagogue had come and
turned the old house of the noble into
" the house of the Poor, the lonely house,
the  accursed  house  of  Cromwell."     He
came, another Cairbry Cat Head, with that
great  rabble,   who  had   overthrown  the
pageantry of Church and Court, but who
turned towards him faces full- of the sad-
ness and docility of their long servitude,
and the old individual, poetical life went